Chapter Seventeen

MY ESCAPE FROM THE LION'S  DEN
DURING  MY  SOJOURNS   IN  AFRICA,   I   FREQUENTLY  FELT

the prickling sensation of danger when watching the king
of the jungle from short range. When Hitler took power
in 1933, I actually experienced danger, but it was only
when I was languishing in German prisons and con-
centration camps that I realised what freedom and humanity
meant.

When I heard of the Czech mobilisation on the wireless,
my heart stopped beating for a moment. I knew that
meant war, and the destruction of millions of lives, and
this I detested from the bottom of my heart. But a war
for the freedom and independence of Democratic peoples
I was willing to fight. When I enlisted as a volunteer,
I was told to go home. My class had not yet been called
up, and, furthermore, I had to bring documentary evidence
of my Czechoslovakian nationality. Red tape had not
yet died out in spite of all our efforts. I then offered my
services to the Air Force, as I am a trained pilot, but
here my name was just entered on the roll. The pre-
S^jfcgmber war was to find a different use for me. I was to
go on fighting, but as my friends were fishing instead of
bleeding on the battlefields of Democracy, I was to go
to the democratic countries, where word and thought
are still free and heart and mind still open.

I had often played with the fearful thought that Hitler
might one day march into Czechoslovakia, and that I
might thus lose not only my freedom: but also my sphere
of activity and especially my home. After knocking about

208